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Pauline regarded John fretfully. She thought:
,"He's so sensible. I don't believe he ever did or said anything crazy in his life. He's absolutely stodgy l" They rode along in silence for a while. John never drove fast, but there was enough wind to whip color into their faces, and Pauline's hair blew wildly.
Feeling her gaze, John turned to her and smiled, undisturbed by her frown. The frown deepened.
"Can't you say anthing?" she demanded.
The smile left his face. His eyes looked hurt. He looked back at the road, his hands tightening, on the wheel while he spoke steadily as if what he said had been said many times before. . "I've told you how I feel. You've known me two years now, and for a year you've been trying to make up your mind. Jerry's a play-boy; I'm not. Jerry's been handing you a line since you were sixteen, and now you think maybe it's strong enough to hang on to forever. Well, you've known him longer than you've known me. Maybe he would make a good husband, but I can't believe you'd want a line all your life. "I love you, Pauline. I love you enough to want you to be happy. That's why I've kept on when I knew the competition was heavy. But it can't go on indefinitely.
I "You're home." John spoke brusquely.
He jumped out and opened the door for her. She refused his arm, looking at him wonderingly.
At 'the door, he said goodbye hurriedly, almost gruffly, and walked swiftly back to the car.
That night Pauline listened closely to Jerry's conversation. While they danced, he kept up a constant flow of words: commented on her beauty every few minutes.
"You're gorgeous tonight, Paul," or "Paul, I'm quite infatuated with you, you know."
Later he said, "You were always a beautiful dancer, honey. Really, it's a pleasure to know you."
Once he said, "Happy, sweet? Your eyes are like stars." During a pause, Pauline looked at him thoughtfully, and began "Jerry, have you ever thought-" "Never think," he interrupted, "I know everything.
For instance, I know you're the grandest pal a man ever had."
Pauline smiled gayly. "Weare pals, aren't we?"
